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Summary: All he wanted was to be a soldier. But that would never end 
well, would it? A.K.A What would happen if Clint and Natasha were 
actually back in WW2 . AU. 


1 . Prologue 

I don't know. This idea slipped into my mind while editing the next 
Natasha story chapter and I can't edit or write while an idea is 
swimming in my head. 

So, yeah, enjoy! 

Disclaimer; As usual, I disclaim! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>March, 1942. 2254 hrs . London, England. <em> 

"What do you think. Barton?" 

He downed the glass of whisky in front of him, ignoring his S.O. for 
a moment longer to signal to the bar keep for another. Only when he 
downed that glass and had a lit cigarette between his lips did he 
acknowledge his existence. 

"With all due respect, sir.. It's bullshit." 

He could hear Coulson give a small chuckle and when he looked to his 
side he saw his handler a€" for lack of a better or more appropriate 
term a€" slide onto the stool next to him. He held up two fingers to 
the bar keep. 

Clint took a drag of his cig and looked away once more. Handler 
wasn't really the military term for what he was nor was it the 
personal term that would sum up what Phil Coulson was to Clint 



Barton . 


Father would fit that more. But that's a story for another day. 

It was only when a pint was in front of each of them and he was near 
the end of his smoke that Phil broke the silence between them. 

"Tell me; how long have you been an agent for us?" 

"Too long." He replied dryly. He loosened his tie a little when it 
got too warm in the pub for him. He seriously hated the dress 
uniform, but that meeting a€" as disastrous as it was a€" called for 
it . 

"And a sharpshooting genius?" He continued. 

Clint knew without even looking that he was smirking. 

He shrugged, took a swig of his pint, and finally looked to Phil. How 

could he wear that uniform all day every day without 

exploding? 

"Longer again." Clint finally replied when Phil stared at him for an 
answer . 

Agent, spy, assassin, mere, criminal, orphan. Clint had been all of 
them and Phil knew for exactly how long each. 

To the U.S military though he was one simple word; weapon. 

He just hoped to change that with the meeting today and was a little 
bummed that it didn't work in his favour. 

A hand was on his shoulder to draw him out of his thoughts, but he 
looked away from the smiling Phil and to the pint in his hands 
instead . 

"Why do you think we'd give you up then?" 

Clint shrugged. He was expendable a€" the council told him that 
plenty of times. So why not give him up? Why not send him off and 
hopefully never hear from him again? They hated him. Always have and 
always will. Not Phil though. Never Phil. 

"Besides a€" I have it on good authority that Erskine already has his 
mind made up. Some kid from Brooklyn he ran in to. Even before camp 
starts he knows who he wants as the man. So, why would we send you 
when that would take you from more important work for two 
weeks ? " 

"Men are dying over there, Phil." He kept his voice low just like his 
gaze was. He downed the last of his drink and reached for his hat. He 
knew Phil was looking at him but didn't return the favour as he 
stood. "I just wanted a chance to do the same. To help. I wanted to 
be more than a bow and arrow, a rifle. I wanted to be more than just 
Hawkeye a€" the deadly shadow that even the allies fear." 

He left the money for his tab on the bar as he spoke, but turned to 
leave before Phil could even respond. "You guys stole that from 



He ignored the call of his name, ignored it once more when he stepped 
out to the cold London air. He loved his job, he loved knowing that 
in some small way he was making a difference. Being a spy meant he 
got information that sometimes changed the way a battle would end or 
that would set up the next mission to stop a battle before it even 
began. He loved taking out the bad guys before they had a chance to 
kill or capture or any negative outcome from war that could happen to 
his allies. He loved seeing men return to their wives, loved seeing 
the look on people's faces when they realised they were saved from 
certain death. 

He loved it. 

But he wasn't a soldier. He didn't feel like a soldier. He didn't 
deserve to wear this uniform, and right now, he didn't even want 
to . 

The only time he stopped was halfway down the pretty much empty 
street when a different voice reached his ears. 

"Barton! A word please!" 

He sighed and halted. He straightened his tie so he wouldn't get his 
ass handed to him before turning to walk the way he just came. 

He locked eyes with Phil for just a moment before the older soldier 
shrugged and looked to the lady next to him. Coulson set him up in 
the worst possible way! 

Clint knew the lady well. She was the one who told him about the 
project in the first place, the one who thought that he'd be perfect 
for it. She was his partner for a while before she got brought up to 
the bigger leagues. 

She was also a€" suddenly a€" the reason why he didn't get a chance 
to prove himself like he wanted. 

"Agent Carter." He nodded politely as he stood to attention in front 
of her. 

The look she gave him was a mix he only saw once a€" when he was 
holed up in a safe house with her and a poison running through his 
system that made even blinking agonisingly painful. 

"Since when are you the respectful subordinate?" She asked with an 
eyebrow delicately raised and he just shrugged. 

"Since you threw your best friend under the bus after getting his 
hopes up . " 

The sigh she gave made him think maybe she didn't actually realise 
what she did. But come on, how could she not? She glanced at Phil and 
he handed across a file. Had he always had that with him? Clint 
couldn't recall. 

"Things change, Clint.." 


"Yeah; Erskine finds a new toy boy so all of you back the hell off in 
case he pulls out." He cut her off with a frown, and her gaze shifted 



back to Phil. 


Coulson shrugged apologetically. Guess Clint wasn't supposed to be 
told that little fact. 

"That was a setback.." She replied slowly. She looked to Clint once 
more and waited for a young couple to pass before she went on. "We're 
sending some soldiers who need to be taken down a peg or two after 
passing out of training on top. Cocky little SOB ' s who need to lose 
once in their lives. Yes, we're sure that Mr. Rogers will be chosen 
by Erskine anyway, but we're not prepared to lose you for a number of 
weeks knowing this." 

"So what's the point in the camp if you already have your man?" He 
asked with an eyebrow raised. Phil just waved his hand in dismissal 
though before Peggy spoke again. 

"None of your concern. Corporal. This, however, is." She waved the 
folder in front of him with a smirk. Her way of saying that it's a 
mission for him and him alone. 

He didn't play their usual chase game with it though a€" in no mood 
for it today a€" so he just swiped it from her hands and opened it. 
Too dark in the street to fully see anything written. But it gave him 
something other than his two traitorous friends to look at. 

"There's a unit- the 107th a€" being deployed tomorrow." Phil started 
before Peggy continued. 

"Already has a sniper in its ranks a€" a sergeant. He'll be given 
your file and you'll be placed under his care." 

"He not good enough for you, sweetheart?" He asked with a teasing 
grin. He was a little happier knowing he's being deployed to an 
actual army base! That's all he wanted really! 

"He's just fine really." She simply replied. "But we worry if we gave 
him this that he would lack the experience to do the hit cleanly a€" 
if he accepted it at all." 

A hit.. He wasn't being deployed to play soldier at all.. 

"A mission?" Clint asked with a frown, looking up from the file to 
look at the pair in front of him in turn. "That's why you ruined my 
chances at being something great? To act junior recruit to some 
second-rate-sniper and take out some low grade Nazi under radar? 
Really? " 

"Will you ever get it through your head that you're already something 
great?" Peggy asked through a sigh. She pinched the bridge of her 
nose a€" he knew it as the 'For the love of all bloody hell Barton! ' 
annoyed tell of hers. 

He just pointed to the lack of medals a€" even a service one a€" 
above his heart before looking back at the file in his hands. 
"Officially I'm nothing." 

"Official means bloody nothing, Clint. Don't let them asses get you 
thinking that!" Carter snapped and it gave him a smirk. 



Coulson gave a low chuckle by her side too. She was way too 
protective of him and the council hated it! He loved winding her up 
with their words ! 

There was no way he'd turn down a mission though, no matter how 
pissed he was at them. 

"Come on you idiot." She chuckled a moment later, linking her arm 
with his before pulling him down the street. "Howard has a while list 
of fun toys to keep you safe. Better than losing you to some 
experiment accident . " 

"Awh, would you miss me Peg?" He smirked, teasing. 

She laughed out; "You wish, soldier." 


2. Chapter 1 - Always be a little afraid 
Actual first chapter! 

Enjoy and let me know what you think :) 

Disclaimer; As time goes on I will think of witty ways to write these 
again. For now; I disclaim! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>November 1943. 1242 hrs.<em> 

Vanilla . 

The sweet and simple scent was mixed with something else. Something 
stronger and sharper, something screaming for him to defend himself, 
something that he's smelled a million times before and probably will 
a million times again. 

He couldn't place the name. But vanilla he could pick out. 

The scent drifted past his nostrils a€" causing his senses to twitch 
back into life one after another. 

He knew what the damn scent was. It was on the tip of his tongue, at 
the forefront of his mind, even as he struggled to regain 
consciousness . 

Consciousness. Why did he have to regain what he shouldn't have 
lost ? 

Slowly, Clint tried to open his eyes. He found them heavy and 
unyielding, refusing to listen to him. 

_Stubborn bastards.. _ 

Just like bringing his sense of smell back had done, trying to bring 
back his sight brought his other senses more to life. It meant he was 
suddenly aware of pain. 


Everywhere . 



No, it started somewhere. It had to. When he focused a little more he 
found it a€" throbbing slowly yet intensely a€" starting at the side 
of his neck and running deep into his spine. 

_What the hell would cause that?_ 

Another pain throbbed in his calf, as if jealous that he only paid 
attention to the one on his neck. That one was hell. 

He tried once more and, eventually, his left eye sprang open. The 
flash of light from the unyielding sun forced him to close it quickly 
after . 

_Ok, count to three. You can do this._ 

At three it opened again and caught sight of someone above him before 
a horrible wave of pain cause it to shut. 

A woman. Bright red hair. All that he could gather right now. 

_Ok, it's ok.. Just.. Where the hell am I? Who the hell is that and 
what the hell happened?_ 

He tried to calm by taking a deep breath but it just ended in a fresh 
wave of pain racing down his back. 

_Screw it_, he thought, _now or never! _ 

He forced both eyes to open while he had the will power to. 

The woman was leaning over him. Bright green eyes. She was staring 
into his own ones, that's why it was the first and only thing he 
noticed. They were set above full red lips, they were saying 
something, but he couldn't catch it right now while he tried adjust 
his sight. 

Her hair held Clint's attention the most though. It couldn't be 
natural, could it? 

He started to speak a€" tried to at least. It was the first time he 
could safely say that he could actually feel the words travel from 
his brain and to his throat. 

"I.. I.." He started, but it caused a different a€" and equally 
terrible a€" pain to spread through his neck and had him choking on 
whatever other words were part of that sentence. 

A finger a€" thin and elegant a€" came to rest gently on his lips. 
"Don't speak. You're hurt." She said. 

But he never listened to reason. 

"I.." He tried again. She cut him off. 

"You're hurt." She repeated, firmer this time. Like he couldn't have 
guessed that already. "I have to get you to the car.." 

Whatever then. It was way too painful for Clint to speak anyway. The 
jabbing in his neck was getting worse and his calf was numb but felt 
on fire at the same time. 



It was a pain he experienced before. A bullet. He didn't know when or 
how he knew that, but the knowledge was hidden there somewhere in his 
mind . 

She had to get him to the car. _What car? _ 

He started to turn on his shoulders to see if he could spot it. He 
was lying in a ditch of some sort. Baked, cracked earth lay beneath 
him and the dust around the area made breathing that bit more 
difficult. There was a slight breeze that gave the smallest of breaks 
from the fierce sun above. 

Nothing but a bleak landscape, completely empty. He soon spotted the 
car sitting a few feet away a€" a make shift road. 

Somewhere in the States. That was his guess. His general knowledge 
was there, he knew that it had to be the U.S based on the landscape 
and sun, and the slight twinge in the woman's accent . His general 
knowledge was fine, but.. 

"Come on." The woman said. It took him from his thoughts, dragged him 
from them really. He found he couldn't concentrate on much at all for 
too long. "You need some help.." 

Clint let her arm slip around his waist. He didn't expect that she'd 
have the strength to lift a man of his size. She looked of normal 
build for a woman of her age, but he looked of above average build 
for a man of his. 

_But . . What age is that . . ?_ 

He felt dizzy and his vision started to blur as he started to rise to 
his feet. She did help, and she proved to be a good leaning post as 
he started making his way across the dirt plane. 

His left leg was screaming at him in pain with each slight movement, 
his breathing was ragged and the loss of just how much blood had his 
energy sapped. Unconsiousness was coming once more and he found 
himself clinging to the woman a little tighter. 

He was going to die. That much was certain. But still the woman 
supported him and led him towards the car on the dirt track. 

_Ten yards. _ 

_Even on a fucked up leg you should make that.._ 

The door of the car was left open and when he reached it a€" 
completely and totally warn out and with the sure knowledge that he 
would be happy to lose the fucking leg sending fire through him a€" 
she helped him climb into the passenger side. 

The car just made the heat worse. If it was 30 degrees outside, 
surely in here it was closer to 40 and it made sweat mix with 
whatever amount of dirt and blood already coating Clint's body. 

He let his head fall back as the woman started the car. He fought to 
keep his eyes open, but each blink took longer and longer to open 
once more. 



He winced as he lift his foot up onto the dash, happy to take the 
weight off of it. The nerves were just screaming at him at this 
point. He dared a glance to the woman beside him and frowned a 
little . 

She was gripping the steering wheel as tight as anything that could 
be used as a lifeline. Sweat was rolling off her skin, but it didn't 
look like the kind that would come from heat. 

No . 

She was scared. 

And who could blame her? He hadn't a clue what had happened, but in 
this day and age finding someone shot up on the side of the road 
would send anyone into a feared state. 

He couldn't help it. His head lolled a little to the side and this 
time when he blinked he didn't really want to open his 
eyes . 

Unconsciousness , Clint knew, was just moments away. And he didn't 
think there was any way to stop it. 

The only thing he could hope for a€" as the car picked up speed along 
the dirt road a€" was that this woman was a friendly and he could 
stay alive until they got wherever the hell they were going. 

A new sound kicked his senses into over drive, a new found source of 
energy following. It was vicious and sharp a€" metal digging into 
metal . 

Clint knew it. He's heard it before a thousand times. A bullet. 

The car had just been hit with a bullet. 

He looked across to the woman with new found attention. She was 
gripping the wheel even tighter, trying to straighten the car as the 
bullet winged its side. 

The car was swerving violently and it had Clint dizzy once more. 

He couldn't tell where it was coming from. A sniper? Another vehicle? 
He couldn't tell and it made him panic. 

"Evade." He snapped at her. Something was coming to the front of his 
mind, some urge that showed him tactics and manoeuvres. "You have to 
evade ! " 

God damn the shouting hurt his throat like hell! 

"Unless you want to die; keep still you idiot!" She screamed back. 
There was a different accent twinge there, but now wasn't the 
time . 

He'll die anyway if she doesn't fucking drive properly! 

He could hear a motor and that made him turn round. The motion 
followed with the feel of fresh blood seeping down his neck. He must 



have disturbed whatever scab had started to form. 


He couldn't afford any more blood loss dammit! 

A bike was on their trail. He didn't know the make a€" never being 
one for bikes a€" but hell it looked fast! It could probably overtake 
this rust bucket in a heartbeat but it stayed steady behind 
them . 

His vision was too blurry to make out its owner, but he could 
definitely make out the weapon raised in his right hand. 

He wished he had.. Something. What was it he wished for? His 
fingertips itched for it. 

Clint's eyes went a little wide when the biker suddenly swayed, and 
half a second later another shot hit the car. The car swayed once 
more at the impact. He was getting closer with his shot, this one 
cutting a nice gash in the driver's side door. 

"A gun." Clint spat, looking back to the woman. "Do you have 
one? " 


She shook her head. Fucking great. 

"Then I'm driving." He snapped, and once more she shook her head a€" 
a little more forcefully this time. "I'm driving!" 

The woman turned to face him at the second insistence a€" definite 
anger in her eyes. 

"You couldn't even walk straight, no way am I letting you drive!" She 
spat back at him. A bead of sweat ran from her forehead onto her 
face . 

"Fuck walking a€" I don't need strength to fucking drive and we're 
dead with you behind the wheel! So move or be moved!" 

The car swerved again. Another bullet. Hitting the back this time. 
Soon enough the man would definitely send one through the windscreen 
and through his target. 

He didn't wait for her reply to his ultimatum. Clint moved swiftly 
across the front seat, pushing the woman away and taking hold of the 
wheel. He left some blood spatters across her shirt but that's the 
least of either of their worries right now. 

"Fine!" She conceded angrily. "You drive! Kill yourself for all I 
care ! " 

They'd have to switch places. This was a tricky task on the best of 
days, but while under fire and with one of the pair just having woken 
with two bullet holes and no blood it made it all the more 
difficult . 

Still though, they meshed together flawlessly and managed it in two 
fluid movements a€" her foot eased off the accelerator and one hand 
off the wheel. Clint grabbed it with both and pushed himself over her 
lap while she shifted under. 



A moment a€" and a lot of swerving and cursing a€" later, they were 
traded and Clint has his foot slammed down on the 
accelerator . 

Outside was a blurry mess, and without even voicing his concerns the 
woman reached across to rip his shirt and use it as a make shit 
tourniquet for both his injuries. 

Another bullet flew past and he let out a surprised curse. He had to 
plan. There was a plan there somewhere, he just had to find it. 

"How many is that?" She asked quickly, trying off the shirt around 
his leg as she spoke. 

It took him a moment to realise she meant bullets. 

"Four." He replied after thinking for a moment. He glanced at her 
before back out on to the road. It seemed never ending. "You got 
something? Cause I sure as hell don't!" 

"It only holds six." She replied in a shout. The sounds as the sped 
along meant she had to speak loud to be heard. She was looking back 
the biker, he guessed that she could actually see the gun whereas he 
was too fucked to. "He only has two more bullets." 

Two more bullets. 

That was all he needed, really. The law of averages meant that sooner 
or later it would hit his mark, and even if the biker stopped to 
reload the machine he was on would catch up with the car in no 
time . 

_Wait him out . _ 

_Wait him out, make him waste them, catch him on the reload. _ 

_That could work. _ 

He started swerving the car a little to try make the target that 
little more difficult. Might be a big one, but damn he'd make it a 
difficult one! 

He had to steady up slightly when it started to make him feel sick. 
And that was all the biker needed to send another bullet their 
way . 

The woman let out a surprised shout as this time it hit the back 
windscreen - shattering the glass into a thousand pieces and sending 
it cascading forward across the pair of them. It cut the back of his 
neck, sending fresh warm blood down from the little wounds. 

Great . 

Made no difference. He already lost too much blood, so what's a 
little more in the long run? 

The woman let out a painful hiss and he panicked. A quick glance and 
a reach over with his hand confirmed his suspicion a€" a nice big 
chunk of glass had embedded itself in the top of her neck. It would 
be hell to take out, but should be fine. 



"It's fine." She hissed, carefully swatting his hand away so he took 
the wheel once more. "One more bullet." 

How the hell was she this calm? 

Without asking anything, he nodded. She must have the same idea. 
Glancing in the mirror and saw that bike a steady ten yards behind 
them a€" just like the start of their chase. 

_Not a bad shot, pal.._ 

Another time and another place, Clint would admire this tactic. No 
set up, no waiting, and no hoping the target would come to the exact 
spot you need them. Just chase and shoot wildly until one of those 
little devils blew the targets brains out. Not subtle, but in the 
middle of nowhere you really didn't need subtle. 

He increased his speed and he noticed the bike do the same. 

This was going to be a long chase, and that was something Clint 
couldn't have. He didn't have the time to live something like 
that . 

"There." She simply pointed out a spot where the car could easily 
skid. He had to smirk a little. They didn't even know each other's 
name, knew nothing about each other, and yet here she was either 
reading his mind or just being so in sync that she had the exact same 
plan . 

One bullet left, one chance . He was getting this fucker to a whole 
new level of cocky then destroying him. 

He took a deep breath and tapped the break for a moment, taking the 
time to gather all the strength he had remaining into his shoulders 
and arms . 

Then, he threw himself into action. 

_One chance . Either kill or be killed. _ 

His right hand wretched the steering wheel hard while his left 
reached for the handbrake, pulling it sharply to send the car to a 
vicious skidding halt. He now thanked the heat of the day because it 
made the maneuverer that little easier and smoother. 

The woman by his side was holding onto the roof and the dash without 
him even needing to say to. Still, she was thrown a little sideways 
and he found himself glancing at her to make sure she was ok. 

He glanced to his right and grinned as the biker sped on by. The 
surprise and speed of the turn meant that the biker had no time to 
react and simply flew on past. 

He needed to be behind the bike. The bike could beat the car on speed 
and agility. But compare the two on strength and weight and the car 
was a god damn tank! 

"Head down." He hissed to the woman. He started to push the 
accelerator, getting all the energy he could into the engine before 
even thinking of taking off the handbrake. "He has one shot at me and 



if he misses I don't want it going in you!" 

She complied, head going beneath the dash in an instant. 

He once more summoned the strength into his shoulders as the bike 
began turning around. Releasing the handbrake sent the car surging 
forward and Clint had to very quickly turn the wheel to get back on 
track . 

_One shot. One kill._ 

Everything mixed into one had concentrat ion slipping. His foot was 
jabbed hard against the pedals, whole body shaking and straining to 
keep the wheel straight. But he had to ignore it all. He had to get 
them out of here alive. 

He could see the bike sixty yards ahead of them. The turn on the 
biker's part was completed using military precision. He was speeding 
towards the car with his gun raise once more. 

It worked. Get the bastard to whole new levels of cocky. Clint 
couldn't see the man's expression, couldn't even make out any 
features of his face, but he just knew that the way the man opened 
throttle and sped up towards them, the way he remained steady and 
unmoving with his aim, just told Clint that there wasn't a single 
trace of fear or doubt in the man's mind. 

_That ' s your mistake, pal. Always be a little afraid. _ 

"Brace yourself!" Clint screamed to the woman over the sound of the 
overheating engine. He too ducked his head when a€" at around 20 
yards a€" the last bullet was fired. It hit the windscreen, sending 
fresh glass over the pair to join the previous glass, but thankfully 
that was the only pain either of them registered. 

He'd take a few shards of glass over a bullet any day! 

He didn't let up on the accelerator, didn't slow down at all. He 
raised his head once more and saw the bike ahead of them start to 
waiver. He was making the decision to run, but it was too little too 
late . 

Clint held steady as the biker tried turn, dust kicking up as the 
bike skidded to near uncontrollable levels. 

_Ten yards . _ 

The bike just about managed to make the turn, but it struggled to 
regain traction and that momentary stall meant all the 
difference . 

_Five yards. _ 

"Got him." Clint muttered with a smirk, bracing his hands on the 
wheel for the coming impact. 

_Three yards. _ 

He lost sight of the biker, but the front wheels shooting up and the 
sound of metal on metal told Clint exactly where he was. 



That impact alone should kill any man, but the back wheels landing on 
him after the front slammed down would ensure it. Clint was slightly 
thrown from the driver's seat and nearly onto the woman beside him 
who had managed to brace herself. His head hit painfully off the roof 
but he didn't really feel it with the amount of adrenaline in his 
system. 

When the car fully landed the engine stalled and went into a skid. He 
tried use the last bit of his energy to bring it to a smooth stop and 
he just about managed it before the car went completely into the 
scrub . 

He didn't look back at the biker. He didn't need to, didn't want to. 
He kept his hands firmly on the wheel even though the car had stopped 
and tried to calm his breathing. 

He aimed for Clint. Someone was out to kill him, and it looked like 
they wouldn't stop until it was done. 

The woman next to him straightened up and he soon felt her hand on 
his back. 

She looked back for him and the way she let out a breath told him all 
he needed to know. The biker was dead. 

That thought had all energy leaving him. He couldn't tell what hurt 
the most, couldn't decide where all the blood was coming from but 
there was lot of it. He slumped down in his seat a little and let his 
arms fall to his side 

He was losing concentrat ion, losing vision. He was losing and the 
pain was winning. 

Suddenly, he felt the woman tug him a little, and he let her lead him 
in the process of switching seat's. A lot easier than before. 

"I need to get you help.." She whispered when the trade-off was 
complete, and Clint had no intention of resisting. 

He let his head fall to rest in the space between the two front seats 
as she started up the car again. His eyes closed without him 
noticing, and he couldn't for the life of him get them to open 
again . 

He felt her hand brush across his forehead, gauging his temperature? 
Whatever she was doing, he was grateful for the touch. Grateful for 
her being there. 

There was nothing more terrifying than dying alone. And right now, 
Clint was pretty sure he was going to die in this car. 

"Who am I..?" He whispered, the question finally making its way to 
the front of his mind. 

"I don't know." She replied. That was how he knew the words tumbled 
out rather than remaining in his mind. "All I know is you need help. 
Who are you?" 


He shook his head slightly, trying to ward off the darkness. 



He could feel himself growing colder even in the humid air of the 
car. He gripped her hand hard when it went to feel the pulse on his 
wrist, and there was no way in hell he was letting go. 

"I don't know.." He whispered, finally letting unconsciousness take 
him . 


End 
f ile . 



